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one of the great turning points in the life of Glastonbury, but the
issue of the struggle that went on tonight between the Enemies of
the Legend and its Lovers would evade all but supernatural nar-
ration, however one might struggle to body it forth. Out of John
Crow's head, after he had relaxed to sleep that night from his
lascivious claspings of Mary's marbly limbs, there leapt up into
the darkness the spiritual form of all the suppressed malicious-
ness from which he had been suffering in his service of Bloody
Johnny. This spiritual form was a shape, a presence, an entity.
It was, in fact, the essential soul of John Crow, for the vital con-
sciousness of his sleeping body was but a vague, weak diffusion
of electric force. What else could the soul of John Crow do when
released in sleep from his life of psychic slavery, but join, with
an exultant rebound, all those other wandering spirits who were
engaged in killing the Grail. It was not necessary for any pal-
pable shape to fly out of that window in Northload Street in
order to join, in a sort of Warlock's Sabbath, the ill-assorted
spirits of Philip Crow and Red Robinson. When I write down
the word join, I mean a motion of John's soul that it would be
impossible for any scientist to refute,  a motion of his whole
essential being, now his body was asleep and his diplomacy re-
laxed, to kill the Grail. By joining with Philip, on this night of
the tenth of December, to strike this blow at a fragment of the
Absolute, the4 essential soul of John Crow took a considerable
risk. For one thing, it was a risk to leave his sly, cautious, saurian
neutrality and join his grand enemy. That he did so at all is
only one more proof of how deep John's maliciousness went. In
his service of Geard, in connexion with the Grail and in connex-
ion with Chalice Well,, John was steadily outraging the evasive,
trampish, irresponsible essence of his nature.  He was taking
sides. He was siding with the Grail against its enemies, when all
the while, in his heart, he longed to kill it! The "something" in
Philip and John and Barter that loathed the Grail so deeply was
not just simply their Norfolk blood. This fragment of the Abso-
lute was too ticklish a thing not to divide human souls in a dis-
turbing and disconcerting manner, setting brother against brother
and friend against friend. All the way down the centuries it had
done this, breaking up ordinary normal human relations and